NIGHTS OF CABIRIA
Purely aggrieved, she jumps up loud, insulting
And swears no man alive will throw her over.
She is so little; who can bear to doubt her.
She will be happy quickly.
She will learn.
Her obvious friend, a whore, is not surprised.
Cabiria yells in her gimcrack house. She kisses her white hen for consolation.
How can it fail to happen.
Small, flat footed one, you will be taken. You will sell your house too quickly.
The good man will promise he will marry.
He will not be a good man.
You will not be that girl again, Black haired and eighteen, praying to Our Lady.
This time he will take everything, But even he can't kill you.
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